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prince. Gome hither Francis. 

Francis . My Lord, 

Prince. How long haft thou toferue, Francisi 
Francis. Forfooth fiuc yeares,and as much as to 
Pomes, Francis. 

Francis. A none, anone fir. 

Prince. Fiueyearcs-,berlady along leafe forthechincking 
of Pewter : But Francis, dareft thou be fo valiant, as to play 
the coward with thy Indenture, and lhew it a faire paireof 
hceles, and runne from it? 

Francis . O Lord fir, Ilebcfworncvponallthebookesin 
England i could find in my heart. 

Pomes , Francis . Francis . Anone fir* 

‘Prince . How old art thou Francis i 
Francis. Let me fee, about Michaelmas next I (hall be 
Poines. Francis . 

Francis. Anone fir, pray you ftay alittle,my Lord. 

Prince. Nay but harke you Francis , for the Sugar thou 
gaueft me,t\vas but a penny worth,waft not ? 

Francis. O Lord, 1 would it had be^ne two. 

Prince. I will giue thee for it athoufandpound, askeraee 
when thou wilt, and thou ftiak haue it. 

Poines. Francis . JV/wof. Anon, anone. 

Prince, y^non FrancislHo Francis, but to morrow Francis. 
or Francis, on thurfeday : or indeed Francis , when thou wilt s 
Su x. Francis. 

Francis. My Lord. 

Prince. Wiltthou rob this Leathernelerkin.Chriftall but- 
ton, Not-pated, Agat ring, Puke Hocking, Caddice garter, 
Smooth tongue, Spanilh pouchy 

Francis. O Lord fir, who doyou meane ? 

Prince. Why then your Browne baftardeisyour onelie 
irinke ; for looke you Francis, y out White canualfe doublet 
will fulley . In Barbary fir, it cannot come to fo much. 
Francis. What fit; Poines. Francis., 

Prince. Away you rogue, doft thou not heare them call? 
C- He ere they, both caU him , the Drawer /lands amazed, net 

Enter Vintner. 
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Henry the Fourth. *<X7 

Vint. What.ftandft thou ftill, and heareft fuch a calling? 
looke to the Ghcftes within. My Lord,old fir John with halfe 
a dozen more, are at the dore,(hall 1 let them in ? 

pnn. Let them alone awhile.Stthcn open the dote: Pomes. 

Poines. Anone, anone fir. Enter Pomes. 

prin. Sirra,F*##and the reft of the rheeues,arc ac the 

doore, lhall we be merry? ... . 

Poin. As merry as Crickets, my lad .* but harke yee, what 
cunning match haue you made with this left of the Drawer $ 

' come, what's the ilfiie? , r , 

prin. I am now of al humors.that haue fhewed themfelues 
humors, (ince the old daies of good man ^w.tothepupill 
ageof this prefent Twelue acloke atraidnight. What’s a 
docke Francis ? 

Francis. Anone, anone fir. 

^ prin. That euer this fellow lhould haue fewer words then 
a Parret,& yet the foa ofa Woman.His induftry is vp ftaires 
anddowne ftaires.his eloquence the parcell ofa reckoning.I 
am not yet of Perce ys mind, the Hotjpur of the North , he that 
kils me fome 6 or 7 , dozen of Scots at a breakfaft, walhes his 
hands, and layes to his wife, Fie vpon this quiet life, I want 
yvorke.O my fwcct Harry fayes (he! how many haft thou kild 
to day?Giue my Roan horfe adrench(fayes he)and anfwers, 
fome fourteene,an hour after: a trifle, a trifle . I prethee cal in 
Falftajfe, lie play Percy ? and that damnde Bravene (hall play 
Dame Mortimer his wife.ifa« 0 ,faies the drunkard;call in ribs, 
call in Tallow. 

Enter Falftajfe. 

Poines. Welcome lackey where haft thou beene? 

Falf. A plague ofall cowards I fay, and a vengeance too, 
marry & Amen : giuemeacupoffackboy. E’rellead thie 
life long, llefow neather ftocks, & mend them,& foot them 
too. A plague of all cowards; Giuemeacup offaeke,togue,is 
there no vertuc extant? 

Prin. Diuft thou neuer fee Titan kifie a dilh of butter, pitti- 
full hearted Titan that melted ac the fweet tale of the Sun ? if 
thou didft,then behold thatcompound. 

D 1, Faljl. 




